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immediately as horrified as she. He stood over her
for a moment, trembling with passion and fright-
ened by his desire to murder; then as his training
reasserted itself he awoke to a sense of shame
and astonishment that such a scene could occur
between people like himself and Sylvia, "See what
you've done/' he said; "you turn me into a beast,
you make me forget the decencies of ordinary
behaviour. But I won't apologise. This is probably
the first time there has ever been any honesty
between us. We lived on the surface, we never
knew anything about each other. You were nice
enough to me, and God knows I wasn't difficult
to manage. Don't cry like that," he said roughly,
for Sylvia had broken down and was sobbing
into her pillows; "I shan't take back a word I
have said, for all your tears. You may be thankful
that I spare you. I don't spare you for your own
sake, or even for my own; you know my reasons.
And there is Margaret. We must keep up the
farce; we owe it to the child."

He paused. His rage had sustained him, but now
everything seemed to have become flat,

"What would Clemmie say, if she knew!" he
said, wretchedly and absurdly.

He looked at his watch.

"Sylvia, I am going now. Try to pull yourself
together. Don't let Sheldon see that you have been
crying. Sylvia!" he said, touching her on the
shoulder.

He got no reply but an inarticulate murmur.

"I shall  expect you to be ready to  leave